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I am a murderer. I should clarify, we're all murderers, we're all responsible for the death 
of something. I, however, am responsible for the extinguishing of human life. Again, that reads 
as insufficient, we've all contributed to the death and suffering of our fellow man, whether 
through inaction, apathy, or ignorance. None of this is news; none of this is worth discussing. 

Allow me to clarify. I have been directly responsible for the death of two human beings, 
two people that would be alive today if I hadn't seen fit in that moment to take their lives away 
from them. 

I am currently being punished for those crimes, and due to the nature of our system of 
"punishment," have had plenty of time to reflect on why I made that decision. That's an 
important point. It was me, entirely, a decision borne of my own character, and though one can 
never completely dismiss external influence, to rely on it exclusively would be dishonest, and, 
frankly, a rather poor reflection on my mental faculties. I accept full responsibility for my 
actions, not just in that moment, but for every moment leading up to it. Blame is an easy answer, 
but also a false one. 

I'd imagine that it's considered abnormal that I could be capable of such heinous acts, 
and that is what inspired me to share this manuscript. I am writing this partially as a way to 
relieve the mind's most insidious enemy, boredom, and partly to illuminate the thought process 
of someone you might be interested in. Or perhaps I'm just babbling to myself, at this point it 
makes no difference. I'll let you be the judge. 

The question I'm asked most frequently is why. "Why? Why would you think it was 
acceptable to kill two (presumably) innocent people? What horrors drove you to this sick 
mentality? Was it desperation? Rage?" 

What follows is my best attempt to show that these are the wrong questions. That those 
easy, simple inquiries do more harm than good, and provide no clarity or insight as to the nature 
of man. What follows, if I'm achieving my aim, should push you to ask and answer some 
extraordinarily difficult questions. Perhaps you can arrive at a different conclusion, and pursue a 
stable and rewarding life knowing that these thoughts that scream at me from the back of my 
mind have been safely addressed by yours. I don't expect you to agree, or disagree, but I do 
expect you to think. 



What follows is the "why." 
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Nature versus nurture. It's always the first question, tlie first attempt to make sense of 
something like this, and rightfully so. I don't need to provide footnotes, you are aware of 
countless examples of people warped by horrific experiences, their goodness disrupted and 
distorted through the very worst of human interaction. 

Rape. 

Death. 

Lack of proper role models. 

These are the things that twist the minds of the so easily influenced youth, from a happy 
opportunity to a dirty pestilence, it's nurture that turns us into monsters. Exposure to things our 
young minds can't comprehend, such an existential strain that it burns our moral center to a 
nihilistic ash. 

There may be some truth to that, I wouldn't know. I am outside that conversation. 

Because nurture is such an easy target, I feel it must be discussed. I believe it deeply 
irrelevant, but the prosecution did not, and the media did not, and this extensive contradiction 
forced me to realize that it's easy to dismiss someone as mentally incompetent if you can find a 
hole in their childhood. 

Maybe you can find that emptiness in mine, an easy answer, a hole to explain the very 
simple truth away. 
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My first memory strikes me now as a bit awkward. I remember struggling against the 
horrible person trying to hold me down, her impossibly large hand on my chest, my small limbs 
punching and kicking ineffectively and insubstantially. She was like God, and I had no 
conception of what it meant, or who I was. 

My second memory is of being in day-care and a young blonde kid with glasses pouring 
milk into his spaghetti, and convincing me to do the same because it made it taste better. He was 
incorrect, but it was a valuable lesson in gullibility. 

It's hard to describe one's parents in a few sentences, as the complexity and 
interconnectedness of every experience stems from them, but I'll attempt it. I would describe 
them as sturdy, almost boring. In retrospect, and as I've gotten older, I've thought of them as 
playing the parts of parents, as though they read books when I was a child, and simply adopted 
the mentalities and practices because that's what parents did. I don't mean to imply that they 
were disingenuous or in any way cold, but I don't think they wanted to be parents. 

I'm sure it's very tempting to attach meaning to that phrase, but let me qualify it. My 
sister and I always felt loved, supported, and all together cared for. If anything my childhood was 
too easy, in that it gave me a sense of stability and predictability that the world does not always 
offer as one grows older. I simply mean that my parents were parents because that is "what you 
do" when you are married. I've often thought about what their lives were like when they were 
young, and though they have told us stories, I'm quite sure they left out the most interesting 
parts. I will always be grateful to them for bringing me into this world, and giving my sister and I 
every opportunity to succeed. 

One of the reasons I feel compelled to construct this elaborate explanation for my actions 
is this- 1 want it to be absolutely clear that neither my mother nor father bear the slightest 
responsibility for the choices I have made, short of allowing for my creation. There is not one 
thing they could have done better or differently to change who I am. I am more sure of this than 
almost anything. 

For further evidence beyond my word, simply take the example of my sister. I have never 
met a more emotionally grounded, thoughtful, or insightful woman as Jessica. She is an 
upstanding citizen by any standard, and I, and the rest of society has nothing but the utmost 
respect for her. The fact that we took such different paths despite sharing a functionally identical 
childhood is, in my mind, compelling evidence for the power of choice over nurture or nature. 

To Jessica- 

I won 't patronize you by pretending to he sorry for what I've done, or pretend I can 
understand the grief and anger my choices have no doubt caused you. I do want you to know that 



/ wish you the best of luck, that I sincerely hope what my life has brought me does not negatively 
impact yours in ways you can't handle. I know you're strong. You deserve a long, happy life, and 
I hope you have it. Also, I miss you sometimes. It's unlikely I'll ever see you again, but I wish I 
could. 



Goodbye my friend. 
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On Children- 

I've never wanted children. I was with a woman once who said she would have my child 
if I wanted her to, and I don't remember ever being more terrified in my life. The idea of creating 
a new life in this world was so utterly repellant that I couldn't respond, and though I'm sure that 
she was upset, it was only because I couldn't fathom what she was talking about. 

It's the biological drive to reproduce; science says it's the sole purpose of our existence, 
to emulate our ancestors from as far back as the single cell; to pass on our genetic legacy, to 
make sure our genes survive. The hardest question to ask is. . .why? Without getting too far into 
the nature of reality and so forth, why do our genes need to survive? Without reproduction life 
ceases to exist. Then what? 

Nothing. The world keeps spinning, the rest of the universe doesn't notice, and nothing is 
changed anywhere except on our own little planet floating in inconceivable vastness. The planet 
wouldn't react, except for a probable sigh of relief. But that's easy to ignore, those are big 
questions. Here's a smaller one- 

What makes you think you are valuable enough to reproduce? Everyone believes they 
and their progeny make the world a better place, that they are indispensable. "The more of MY 
children brought forth into this quickly shrinking world the better!" Everyone believes that their 
legacy is worthy of continuing. 

I've put this question to many people, "Why do you deserve to have children?" Most 
become immediately defensive, because it's a question few people ask themselves, and 
after, stumble through some scripted diatribe about the value of children. 

I've yet to receive a satisfactory answer. 

"Because it's my right!" 

"Because my kids will make the world a better place!" 
"Because God wants us to!" 
"It was an accident!" 

The only one that makes any sense is the fourth, and that's far from an airtight excuse. 

Children represent the most selfish part of ourselves, the part that believes we should live 
on after the small window of time we were allotted by nature. Some argue it's selfless, to 
sacrifice your life for another, but I would argue it's the most selfish thing you can do. You 
spend so much time and energy on something else because it is a part of you. Because it's the 



only way you can continue to live on after nature has decided you are done. You don't like 
children, you don't like life, you like your children, and you love your life. 

You like you. You are the most important thing according to you, and you deserve to live 

on. 

"But the potential!" you cry, the only argument the "pro-life" people have. "What if that 
child were to grow up and cure cancer?" 

What if it grows up to be a murderer? I think most of you would agree that abortion 

would have been good in my case. There will only be one child who cures cancer, there will 
hundreds of thousands of rapists, murders, child molesters and terrorists before them. If you want 
to use potential as an excuse to pass on your genes, don't disregard the facts. Your child is far 
more likely to be a criminal than a scientist or an artist that benefits mankind in any meaningful 
way. 

Yes, even your child. 

I know, it's shocking. Even your child, spawned from your incredible genes, with your 
incredible parental insight. 

We all think we are the best, even those of us who are clearly not. 

I'm not pro-life. I'm not pro-choice. I'm anti-life. 



4- 



I've never been interested in hurting anything. I have caused pain, we all have, but I've 
never enjoyed it. I don't enjoy the suffering of the cow when I taste steak, I, like most of you 
simply don't think about it. And when I do, I justify it with the ridiculous rationalizations that are 
no doubt springing to your mind right now. Logic has no part of that, reality has no part in the 
interplay between human stomach and mind, any more than it does for the rest of the animal 
kingdom. 

We don't feel bad for eating meat because we are completely divorced from the reality of 
it. I've often wondered if we had to kill our own meat, at least once, up close and personal, if 
there would be more vegetarians. 

So, the solution to that is quite simple. We decide we are superior to other animals, and 
then it is fine. Problem solved! We decide that our perception of intelligence and civility is the 
only one that matters (which all life forms do for themselves I suppose), and suddenly, killing 
and eating animals on a mass scale is perfectly justified. They are inferior to us, therefore they 
are our prey. I don't disagree with that, that's a simple law of the universe. 

What does bother me is that if we're so comfortable with that perception of animal life, 
then why won't you eat your dog? Because you love them, because you've developed a 
surprisingly intense relationship with an animal that could easily be used for meat. Some people 
have pet cows, pet pigs, I'm sure these people would much rather eat your cat then their pig. 
You'd rather eat their pig than your dog. That simple example alone clearly articulates the 
subjectivity of the value of life of an individual. 

You'd rather kill someone else's brother than your own. They'd rather kill your brother 
than theirs. You might kill an enemy's brother before you killed your dog. It seems so obvious 
that one life is not more important than another, except for the value of our emotional 
attachments. 

You find killing abhorrent because you've been told that some life is valuable, and some 

isn't. 

Once you see through that, it all seems a bit silly. I'm not opposed to eating meat, I love 
it. But let's recognize that killing is killing, and either we are comfortable with that, or we aren't. 

You either accept killing for what it is, or you don't. There is no in between. Nature 
knows that, and so do we, despite our civilized brains trying so hard to convince us otherwise. 
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But you want to hear about that night. The why might not interest you until hear about the 
what. What I'm supposed to "justify." 

Here's what happened- 

I found myself at the foot of a gravel driveway after a night of wandering. I knew I was 
relatively close to my home, but had long ago lost track of time. I had left for a walk as the sun 
set, and as I looked up, the clouds were covering the stars, and I had no idea how many hours 
had passed. I had wandered, wrapped in my own mind, enjoying the occasional drizzle, 
completely lost in thought. 

I looked up the driveway, to a nice, unremarkable white house lined by oak trees that 
swayed as the storm blew through. There were lights on, and through a large window into what I 
could only assume was the living room, I saw silhouettes moving. 

I'm still not entirely sure what compelled me to walk up the driveway. It certainly wasn't 
malice, but I remember a vague curiosity as I heard the small, wet stones crunching under my 
feet. The blinds were drawn, but as I stared into the window I could clearly make out talking 
shadows. A man and a woman, mumbling through the wall. Their voices raised occasionally, it 
sounded like conflict. 

I remember ringing the doorbell, and immediately feeling anxiety. I couldn't fathom at 
the time why I did it, and for a second I hoped they wouldn't answer. I heard the lock turn, and 
tried to think of what to say. 

The door pulled open suddenly, and a rather pissed off man stood in the doorway, loose 
brown hair hanging over his angry eyes. He was wearing white shorts and a pink polo shirt. 
Good looking, but in a way I hated. What I assumed (correctly as it turned out) was his wife 
stood at the end of the hallway, also angry at being interrupted. She wore a sundress, her blonde 
hair pulled into a tight ponytail. 

I hated them both immediately. The way they looked, the way they had been talking, their 
stupid fucking boring house, it all brought up an anger I never knew I had. 

"I'm sorry. . .wrong house," I mumbled, and turned away. 

"Goddamnit," said the man, and slammed the door shut. 

I picked up a palm sized rock from their perfectly landscaped yard, and wrapped my 
fingers around it. 

I knocked on the door again, just wanting to see his face again. 



He whipped the door open- 

"What the fuck do you wan-" 

I slammed the rock into his face, and heard his nose crack. He stumbled back, his eyes 
bulging. He said, "Whfufu"- 

I moved in, and hit him again, as hard as I could on the top of his head. My pinky finger 
was in between the rock and the top of his skull, but I barely heard it snap. He fell backward, 
onto the fireplace, trying to speak, his eyes rolling into the back of his bleeding head. 

Finally the woman screamed his name, and ran toward what I assumed was the kitchen. I 
still don't remember the name she screamed. I found out later it was Jordan, but that's not what I 
heard. 

I ignored her as I leaned down next to the man. His back was arched over the fireplace, 
blood pooling around his head on the concrete. His breathing was shallow, and he was having 
trouble focusing on me. 

"What. . .what-" he labored to say. I watched him for a second as he tried to see me, to see 
what was happening. I raised the rock, and slammed it against his face with everything I had. His 
head bounced against the concrete, and I felt a warm splatter across my face and hands. His body 
shuddered, and slumped to the floor. There was more blood than I had ever seen. I dropped the 
rock. 

I stood, looking at my hands. Then I heard the wife in the kitchen, her voice shrill and 
fast. I moved toward the sound, past the desk covered in family photos, past the ugly art, and the 
dining room table with doilies and a fruit bowl. 

She was cowering, tears streaming down her cheeks, struggling with her cell phone. She 
screamed when I came in, and dropped it. She backed away, scrambling toward the other end of 
the kitchen across dirty linoleum, until she was trapped between the oven and the pantry. I 
couldn't quite figure out what she was afraid of until I remembered I was covered in blood, and 
must have looked like shit. 

"It's fine," I said, in what I thought was a comforting tone. 

"Please!" she screamed back. "Please! Leave me alone! My brother is an officer, if you 
hurt us. . ." her voice trailed off into a sob, and I wasn't sure what to do. 

I suddenly remembered I had brought the iron fire poker with me. The weight felt great. I 
moved toward her, watching her cry and whimper, marveling how she had gone from angry to 
weak in a matter of seconds. She held her hand out and screamed, but I stabbed it into her chest, 
more or less where I though her heart would be. Not to be morbid, but it reminded me of 
stabbing a turkey, it went right in. Her scream stopped, and blood pooled around her chest almost 



immodestly. Like a blood pack when someone gets shot in the movies. I let go of the iron, 
expecting it to fall to the ground, but it stayed where I had left it, protruding out of her chest as 
she slowly slid to the floor. That actually really bothered me. 

I remember washing my hands in the kitchen sink. I remember trying to wash my face, 
and I remember being proud that I locked the door behind me as I left. 

I also remember being pulled awake at the side of the road, the red and blue flashing 
lights, and the harsh reality of morning. 
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The sentencing was bizarre. The prosecution droning on and on about the lives I had 
taken, about the threat I was to society. Members of the audience, because that's what they were, 
an audience, crying. Crying as though they had never seen death before, as though they hadn't 
been a part of it. As if / somehow took it too far. 

I remember my public defender, a sweaty, short guy, best intentions I'm sure, grabbing 
the bridge of his nose every time I laughed at some absurd statement. He pleaded with me to 
plead, but even he lost interest and stopped trying about halfway through. 

I'm sure the jury saw what they have been conditioned to believe is a monster. Someone 
who treats all life as equal, someone who knows what it really means to be at the top of the food 
chain. The only thing I remember with any clarity was making eye contact with one juror, a 
young woman, probably 22, and holding her gaze. I smiled, and she did too, though her eyes 
quickly fell. I think, though every fiber in her told her not to, she understood that I wasn't a 
monster, that I was a representation of all of us, unhindered by the insanity of subjective 
morality. I am her. I am all of us. 

The sentence was death, naturally, and the irony was completely lost on everyone in the 
room but me. I killed, so I'm being killed. There is a simplicity to that I can admire, but it's 
certainly a strange lesson. The punishment for killing is that you're killed by people far more 
moral than you. I understand the practical aspect, the need to eliminate people like me from the 
system, the cold mechanics of it, that I can respect. But the idea that a fitting punishment for 
murder is execution (as if calling it that somehow gives it a benevolent justification) is so utterly 
hilarious I can scarecely believe people say it out loud. People take it seriously. I've received 
letters in here. They say, "You deserve to die!" and their rage is so potent. They wish death on 
me, I daresay, they'd do it themselves if they could. They understand. Those feelings are 
powerful, but they feel justified in indulging them because they have the backing of popular 
moral theory. They want to kill me, for wanting to kill others. I'm inside them. I shine brightly in 
them, because they want to kill. The only difference is, they are allowed to express it in 
controlled circumstances. I didn't need an excuse, it seems they do, but we are very much the 
same. 

Prison itself is fine. I'm locked in my cell, alone, which is nice. It's not pleasant, but my 
life hasn't been pleasant for a long time. It's a constant string of amusements, from the guards 
trying to frighten me, to the screaming of the prisoners, so desperate and sad and maybe 
repentant but probably not, to the one hour I get outside every day. I like seeing the sky, the 
greys and blues, and birds really do sing beautifully. It's life the way I've always seen it: Simple, 
silly, a bit insane. Just waiting to die, and return to whatever we came from. I'm not happy here, 
but I understand it, and I like that. I have nothing to be afraid of. 

What can they threaten me with when I don't care about death? 
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I don't feel the least bit guilty for killing Jordan, or what's her name, and I never will. I 
hope I've given you some insight into why, though I doubt you will, or even should understand. 
If you do, if my perspective makes perfect sense, it gives you nothing valuable. It won't make 
the world better. 

I've always felt a need to explain my position, why I think the way I do, because it 
seems so simple, and straightforward, and practical, yet I've never encountered a willing 
audience. My time in this cell, waiting to die, like all of us, provides the perfect opportunity. 

Here's why I did it, in short- 
Why not? I'm sure that's an exasperating answer, but allow me to expound. If you can't 
think of a reason not to do something, than why wouldn't you? I wanted to kill those people, and 
there was no real, physical reason not to. The fact is, I wanted something, and I took it. 

And why not? 

You'll no doubt answer there are countless reasons why not- their right to life, their 
families, that they were human, their potential, their children, the sadness and horror it sent 
spiraling across their social world, the wide eyes of the poor police person who first encountered 
their bodies. So many reasons why what I did was wrong. But what you need to understand is- 
none of that means anj^hing to me, because I see through it. 

You eat meat, and even if you don't, there is no question that things die to keep you alive. 
The spiders you've killed, the trees that have died to make the lumber in your house, the 
goddamn dodo bird that would still be alive if it weren't for us. 

Don't misunderstand me. I'm not saying you're as bad as me so you should feel guilty. 
I'm saying that once you see all life is equal, this asinine assumption that humans are more 
valuable because we decided we are falls away very easily. 

You believe life is sacred, because you are alive, and are biased. You also believe that 
human life is intrinsically more valuable than any other because we've decided it is. 

I believe life is fine. That the universe isn't concerned if Jordan and his wife died, that in 
the grand scheme we'll all be gone in a blink of the cosmic eye. I believe that we constantly kill 
to survive, and yet are appalled at the idea that a human might kill another. 

I'd argue that I respect life more than you, because I believe all life is equal. I'm quite 
sure the vast emptiness of the universe agrees with me. 



That's why. 



